were reported in its press. I undertook to teach her to read Yiddish; and before long she abandoned her English fiction and devoured Perctx and Gordin.
She bettered my instruction. Although a little sentimental, her devotion to the radical faith was far more intense from the start than mine. She would not let me miss anything. In the hottest weather she would insist on going, and dragging me with her, to all sorts of out-of-the-way places, climbing endless flights of stairs, elbowing her way into jammed halls, and sweltering in the close air until the end. If I objected, she would look at me like Conscience incarnate and ask me whether I was not backsliding and whether I waa not becoming a bourgeois "again"! At such times I would tell her that I wished I had bit off my tongue before talking to her about the Movement. But itt the depths of my heart I was very proud of her. She was such a soul as any missionary might well be proud of having saved. And she was even a better friend than she was a disciple.
